LAUGHING    TORSO

in to find French sailors, the " Marine Militaire "
dancing. We joined them and bought them drinks.
R. and I then went to the bar of the Hotel Negresco
and sat amongst the Americans and English. Un-
fortunately, I had to leave the next day and my
friends saw me off at the station. I started on
the dismal return journey to Paris. I had stayed
nine weeks with my friends who seemed to have
liked my company and asked me to come back as
soon as I could.
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